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up to take a rest and have a look at the village, which is extremely picturesque. On passing the post office I was amazed and greatly excited to see a large placard posted in the window announcing that the Kaiser would arrive that very day at a station called Maarn, not a mile from the place where I stood, and would be received there by Count Godard Bentinck, whose Castle of Amerongen had been selected as his place of detention. Instantly I made up my mind that by hook or by crook I must be an eye-witness of so extraordinarily interesting an historical event. I imagined I could lose myself in the crowd that would gather to see his train come in and thus pass unnoticed. But when I carne to Maarn I found it was a lonely little country station, and that no one was present to see the arrival beyond a handful of Dutch officials, the ubiquitous reporters of various journals and a few yokels attracted by curiosity. Amongst the Dutch officials was my old friend, General Onnen, who was in charge of the interned British prisoners of war at The Hague, and who had always been most kind and obliging to me in matters relating to them. When he saw me now, he came quickly forward with extended hand, and, after a warm greeting, congratulated me on having chanced to be in the neighbourhood on such an historic occasion. He told me to stand at a particular spot, where I should have an excellent view of the arrival. He also told me that after all was over I should wait in my car till he could find a moment to send rne out, on a slip of paper, the names of all those who had accompanied the Emperor in his flight, together with any other important detail which he thought might interest Walter officially. Of course I was delighted, and wentHOLLAND                         283
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